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One 


Author's Notes: 
Inspired by a photo in which Slash looks very intrigued by Axl\'s clothes. 
He's wearing a pink t-shirt. Those god damn white, almost see-through pants and a fucking pink t-shirt. 


Look at him, with his long, silky, straight, red hair, bouncing up and down each time he walks, with those green 


eyes and feminine lips. 


Oh, he's wearing makeup. Of course he is. 


Who the fuck does he think he is? Who the fuck wears something like that? 


Who gave him the fucking right to stand here next to me, moaning in that fucking microphone like he's having 


sweet fucking love or something. 


Yeah, that's right. Look at me. Smile at me. 
Smile at me like you are not doing anything bad, you motherfucker. 


Oh yeah, you are so innocent. 
| shouldn't even look at him. | don't know why | even bother with someone like him. | fucking hate this guy. 


Fortunately, we play the last notes of Rocket Queen, and while the crowd is still screaming, | hurry up and 
leave the stage first, without a word. 


One look back and | see a young girl clinging onto Axl almost knocking him over. He quickly finds his balance, 


smiles widely and follows me backstage. 


You rarely see him in such a good mood like this one, and when it happens it's like he's glowing and lighting up 


every room he walks into. 


He's probably proud he made me angry again Or he's drunk. But | know he likes to annoy me. 
We are shortly followed by Izzy, Duff and Steven, and get on our bus. 


"That was fuckin’ awesome!" Duff screams as he opens up a few bottles of beer, passing them around like we 


are on a strict beer-based diet. 
Steven takes a slurp form the bottle. 


"Have you seen that crowd? Those were a shitload of people, Axl! Axl, I've never seen so many people in my 


life!" 
Axl smiles at him, drinking his beer. Steven grins happily that he is finally getting some attention. 


"We're gonna get so famous, Duff!" He says, and hugs the taller man, still grinning like a little child. 
Duff almost chokes and then laughs, hugging back. 


Even Izzy is in a good mood, smiling, slightly amused by the sight of the two not-so-clever blondes hugging 


each other, singing some unidentified song to celebrate our victory. 


| am still pissed off. And the weird thing is, | don't even know why. It's easy to hide, though, underneath all my 
hair, and nobody notices a thing. 


Except for him, of course. Of course he notices. 
"Hey man," he says, walking over to me. "What's up with you? We kicked some ass there, didn't we?" 


He takes a drink and, noticing | am not drinking, he bumps his bottle of beer into mine's. | stare down at the 


bottles, letting the hair fall over my eyes. 


"Slash?" His voice now sounds seriously worried. 
That little piece of shit. Why is he doing this to me? 
"Yeah," | finally manage to say, "we did. We totally did." 


And now it all begins. We usually have a before-show party. Then we have the show itself, which to me it's 
the best kind of party. Then comes the after-party. And then the after-after-party. 


And its good. 


Its a well thought system, y'know? It keeps us going. We need this to be ourselves; | need this to blur my 
mind. 


You know how people like to make things clear? When they have a problem to confront, and they are not quite 


sure what is bothering them, so they say something among the lines of "I need to clear my mind"? 
Not my case. 

| like to say.. "I need to blur my mind" 

And for that, my friends, was the alcohol invented. 


So once again, | slide down on the couch next to Duff, who is laughing and telling me a story | haven't actually 


listened to, but he probably told it before anyways. 


Axl drinks a lot tonight, too. What's up with that? He doesn't drink that much usually. Maybe he's just happy 
about the gig. 


You know what? | don't care. He can do what he wants. 

Drink away!.. 

What the fuck is up with those drinks? Those drinks are fucked up. 
They are not working right. They should make me forget, not remember. 
These drinks work backwards! 

"Duff! Duff" | scream and shake his arm. 


"What?" he yells, annoyed because | distracted him from his discussion with a girl. His tongue was discussing 
with her tongue. 


"These drinks work backwards!" 


"What do you mean, man?" he laughs slightly. 


Then, hitting his forehead with the back of his palm, dramatically, he says: "Yeah! | .. might.. have fixed them 
up a little." 


"You what?!" 
"I added some sparkle, you know? Some secret ingredients?" 
"When the fuck did you do that?!" 


It's not good! 
This is not good! 


God, | have so much energy. 

Have you seen these lights? 

These lights are awesome. 

| feel like dancing. Maybe | should do that. 
Woops, nope. Better stay down, Slasher. 
What's that noise? 

| think | heard my name. 

Is the room spinning? 

| think it is! 

Isn't it beautiful? 

Look at all these people. They're so beautiful 
Oh, look, there's Axl. He's beautiful as well. 
He's the most beautiful. 

| like his eyes... | like his ass. 

| like his clothes. Look how beautiful he is in them. He looks like a beautiful little angel. 
He's fucking hot. 


‘lm sorry | did that, Slash. | didn't knew you were going to drink that much. You drank more than | did, man. 
That is a lot" 


| slowly raise my head up from the toilet seat, feeling the cold bathroom floor scratching my knees. Where 


are my pants? 


Duff looks at me, and, seeing that | am fine, gets up and walks to the mirror. | turn around and sit down next 


to the toilet, stretching my legs ahead. 


| still feel a rumbling in my stomach. 


He looks at himself, cleaning the eyeliner that was smearing underneath his eyes. 


Then, he raises his t-shirt up and analyzes his upper body. 

"Do you think | need to work out?" 

| am suddenly woken up from my mindless trance and shake my head, trying not to stare. 
"Ugh... No... | don't know, man." 

‘I've never worked out. | don't think any of us did.. Musicians aren't really fit, usually." 
Not true, Axl is. He has abs. He is very fit. 

Duff throws away the t-shirt and walks over to me. 

"Now seriously, dude. How do you think | look?" 

"Why are you asking me?" 

"Well who else is in this room?" 

| don't even remember walking to the bathroom! | don't remember taking off my pants, either!" | yell at him. 


"That's because | carried you here before you threw up on me, idiot. What, you think | raped you or 


something?" 

"Why would | think you raped me?!" | snap. 

"Calm down, man. | am asking a simple question here. Do you think l'm hot?" 
"No! | don't!" 

"Whoa, man. You can just tell me | need to work out or something.” 

"Why are you asking me?! Have | been acting differently?!" 


Duff looks at me confused and puts back his shirt. | now realize how stupid | probably sounded. And knowing 
Duff's bi, | probably insulted him as well. 


"This right here is why | don't date guys anymore. They are fucking assholes.’ 


And just as he stretches forward to open the door, it opens itself and in walks Axl, completely and utterly 
drunk. 


He smiles widely, wobbling on his feet, then his expression changes to a shocked one and he hurries to the 
toilet next to me, his body twitching as he empties his alcohol-filled stomach. 


Duff rolls his eyes. 


"l'm going home. Take care of him, Slash." 


| crawl up in the corner of the bathroom, watching Axl as he relaxes, sitting down. 


He closes his eyes and clenches his teeth, trying hard not to puke again 
| look at him from behind my curls, not knowing what to do. 


He's shaking, covering his stomach with his hands, and bringing his knees to his chest. A thin stray of sweat 
starts rolling down his forehead. 


| stare, still thinking if | should go up to him and do something, but | would probably trip and fall anyway. 


He looks at me and | stare into his sparkling eyes, for a moment thinking they are tears. 
But as usual with Axl, nothing is what it seems, and he suddenly starts laughing. | laugh as well 


He touches the floor with his hands, gathering some strength to get up, but falls back down and keeps 
laughing. 


And | thought | was wasted.. 
| am now faced with two options. To do what | want, or what Axl would want if he wasn't shit-faced 


| get up slowly and lock the door. | clench my fist around the door knob, leaning against the door, thinking this 
through. | punch the door with anger and Axl looks up at me, big green eyes wondering what l'm doing. 


What am | doing? 

| walk over to him. | sit down next to him, leaning on the same wall. 

He turns his head and grins, laughing quietly. He suddenly raises one hand and | back up, afraid he can read 
minds and he's going to punch me. Instead, he runs his fingers through my hair, whispering slowly “curly.” | 
grab his hand. 

"Axl, | need to tell you something." 


He leans back on the wall and widens his eyes, curious. 


"|... I like you, Axl 


"I like you too, SL.Slash...” 
"No, | like you more than that. | like.. other things. | like your pants." 


No, this doesn't sound good. | don't like the pants, | like what | can see through the pants. But anyway, since Axl 


is not going to remember any of this, | can say whatever | want. 
| can confess everything. | know it's going to make me feel better. 


"You like my pants?" he repeats after a while. "You're my friend, Slash. | want to give you gifts. Do you want 
them? | can give them to you if you want them!" 


Smiling, he thugs at the waistband of his pants and drags down eagerly. | stare for a moment and then grab 
his hands again. 


"No! No, | don't want them. Keep them." 


He shrugs and slides down on the floor, closing his eyes. 


"| dream about you sometimes. | watch you on stage, the way you move, the way you sing, the way you moan 


in some songs, it drives me crazy. Do you understand, Axl?" 

He suddenly opens his eyes and stares at me. He looks mad now. Oh fuck, maybe he's not as drunk as he looks 
like. Fuck, fuck, fuck 

He puts a hand on my shoulder and raises himself, then heads for the toilet, but stops. 

‘| thought | was going to... 

| sigh with relief and hold him up. 

"The room is spinning.” 

"IFs okay. Hold on to me." 

And he does. 

He's close to me, his chest touching mine, his arms over my shoulders, and | can feel his breathing, | can smell 


his cologne and his alcohol scented mouth. Blood rushes through my body quicker than ever before. 


Duff's "secret ingredients" never made me float this way. Axl is my favorite drug now. Almost involuntary, | 


lean in and lay a kiss on his forehead. No reaction. 


| move lower, kissing his cheek, then the corner of his mouth. He just relaxes, smiling happily. 


| take his head in my hands, stroking his hair, and give him a strong kiss, almost brutally, grabbing his hair and 
tilting his head back. 


| break it just as sudden and watch him closely. He stays there, mouth wide open, but still completely relaxed 


and with a curious look in his eyes. 


| want to stay away, but | can't. | am drawn to him like a magnet, and once again | touch his mouth with my 


lips, then going down to kiss his neck, making him moan quietly. 


| cannot explain what | am feeling right now. Part of me has never felt so good before and wants to go on. But 
part of me also knows that this is wrong, that | should stop using Axl as a subject for my little experiment, 


and that if he remembers any of this | will be kicked out of the band. 


Just when | was close to take a decision, | feel Axl's hand moving slightly from my shoulder to my chest. The 
palm of his hand feels like a hot ball of fire burning my skin 


He slides the hand down to my stomach and | can't tell if it just slipped since he's completely drunk, or he does 


it on purpose. 
The hand moves away again and down my boxer shorts. 


| break the kiss and stare at him amazed. Fuck, what do | do? | look at him, he's smiling. | look down, his hand is 


almost half-way into my underwear. 


| should tell him to stop. | should push him away. Instead, | let my head fall back on the wall behind me and 
close my eyes, my whole body highly strung. 


| know by now that | am hard. | don't even have to look. And that hand is not helping at all. It's like he's holding 
it there to torture me. Either take it, or move it down. Just.. not this. This is the equivalent of dressing nice 


and moaning in the microphone next to my ear. 


And then | gasp, feeling a tight grip around my cock. Should | open my eyes? Should | look at him? Should | say 


something? 


He lets his head fall on my shoulder, a few strings of hair landing in my mouth. | raise my hand and brush 
them away slowly, keeping my eyes shut. 


He begins to stroke, up and down, up and down, slowly, sloppy, sometimes stopping completely. | can't decide if 
this is the worst or the best hand-job | have ever received 


Why did he stop? He pushes his head in my shoulder again, his hot breath warming up the skin of my neck, 
and then he starts moving his body slowly next to me, breathing faster, moaning slightly. 


What is he doing? 


| take a deep breath, swallowing hard. 
He seems to be remembered of something and starts pumping again, this time firmly, faster, stronger. | arch 


my back and move in his hand, feeling his hot breath against my neck again. 


"Fuck, Axl.. Have you done this before?" 
| can't help but ask. This is not sloppy like before. This is amazing, definitely the best I've ever had. 


He doesn't answer, instead he moves closer, pushing his chest into me, trailing desperate kisses down my neck. 
And that was all | needed to drive me over the edge. | feel my body tensing as | come all over Axis hand and 
onto my stomach, letting out a low groan at the bottom of my neck. 

And the ball of fire is gone. 


Should | open my eyes now? 


Axl is lying next To me, his head away from me now, breathing fast through his opened mouth, then his 
tongue flicks out, moisturizing his dried out lips. And then | look down, and see his hand in his pants. 


| start laughing suddenly and kiss him softly. He throws his arms around my shoulders and looks into my eyes, 


for a moment looking serious, sober, worried. 


| open my mouth to say something, but there is nothing | can say now, really. Then he laughs again, that same 
drunken laugh he always has, and | hug him there, on the cold bathroom floor, knowing that all of this is going 
to be forgotten by tomorrow. 


